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threshold at the feet of my father, his arms folded, towering
over me ; for the days when I led my gang of boys into the
jungle in quest of adventure and prowess; for Kalarba whose
terrifying mask concealed a face gentle and wise; for the Sacred
Pit; for the roar of the Great Ape.

Once more I stole into the hut of the virgins. The tom-toms
beat, the people danced wildly, roaring and growling. The
Feast of All Apes ! From the jungle the echo of great beasts.
Unassuaged by the phantom females, passion writhed within
me. I was a lion lassoed. My hands broke the bonds. The
earth was a geyser spouting its fiery essence, flooding me with
the lava of life.

A flock of sheep came toward me, at first cautiously,
huddling together, then more confidently. They placed
their horny heads upon my lap. They rubbed their woolly
buttocks against my legs and bleated, moaning with pleasure
under my caresses. They lay upon their flanks, and their
warmth was a quilt warding off the chilly breath of night.

The chin of the heavenly face of Catapha still pressed
into the peak of the hill, and silence reigned in the City of
Stone.

The sheep grazed the grass cool with the dew.

I yawned and stretched and leaped joyously from the
branches of one tree to another.

I bent underneath one ot the sheep, and moulding gently
her udder, emptied into my mouth her maternal ichor.

Suddenly I heard an angry voice in the distance. A man
ran toward me, waving a crook. Not knowing exactly how
to greet the man, I made the sign of God Catapha, clutching
the cardinal points of my body.

" Ihief," he shouted, " thief ! "

I looked at him bewildered.

" I am a stranger," I explained, " I do not understand
you."